FATHERS AND CHILDREN
the distance, from beneath a little silk shoe for
pins which fell right on to his brows.
Five minutes passed; bustling and whisper-
ing could be heard in the next room* Pavel
Petrovitch took up from the chest of drawers
a greasy book, an odd volume of Masalsky's
Musketeer, and turned over a few pages. . . .
The door opened, and Fenitchka came in with
Mitya in her arms. She had put on him a
little red smock with embroidery on the collar,
had combed his hair and washed his face; he
was breathing heavily, his whole body working,
and his little hands waving in the air, as is the
way with all healthy babies; but his smart
smock obviously impressed him, an expres-
sion of delight was reflected in every part of
his little fat person. Fenitchka had put her
own hair too in order, and had arranged her
kerchief; but she might well have remained
as she was. And really is there anything in
the world more captivating than a beautiful
young mother with a healthy baby in her arms ?
* What a chubby fellowl' said Pavel Petrovitch
graciously, and he tickled Mitya's little double
chin with the tapering nail of his forefinger. The
baby stared at the siskin, and chuckled.
'That's uncle/ said Fenitchka, bending her
face down to him and slightly rocking him,
while Dunyasha quietly set in the window a